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What’s Up?
Getting Shot
EC
 It happened many years ago: almost Christmas, 
the fall of 9/11.  My name was listed as a victim on a 
police report. I don’t feel like a victim though, in fact the 
way it happened, John may be the victim.  Here’s what 
happened.  You decide.  
 We were in Boise, Idaho, visiting John’s Mom and 
taking advantage of an invitation to hunt quail along the 
Idaho-Oregon border.  Our friend Mark had a place full of 
quail--well he had a friend, Jack, who had a place full of 
quail and we were all invited.  Now before I get much fur-
ther, let me tell you that Mark was a lawyer.  A very nice 
guy, and a wonderful husband, but he’s lawyer. A personal 
injury lawyer--what he jokingly calls a ‘suer.’   
 We met up, gathered dogs, guns, whistles and 
electronic collars and headed out from the trucks.  We 
were immediately into birds, and just as immediately John 
and I were rethinking our strategy. Over the years we 
have bird hunted more than once in large groups--though 
we’ve always tried to avoid large groups--especially of 
strangers.  But given our profession it has happened quite 
often.  When unavoidable, we hunt more with an eye to 
self-defense than getting a limit.  
 Two things were apparent here. One, our hosts 
didn’t believe in bright hunter orange--even scorned it--a 
red flag.  In fact Jack didn’t believe in orange at all. He 
was wearing Carhartt head to foot--in the classic ‘Carhartt 
Brown’--coat, pants, the works.  Stuart wore a very faded 
orange, and with the first round of shooting, we had ap-
proached the cover in a straight line--but as the birds 
flushed, somehow the straight became a circle--another 
red flag--and John and I scooted around the far side of a 
little rise, sensing the need for self defense.  Within sec-
onds, we were showered with shot.  
 “Umm.”
 “Yes.”
 When the shooting stopped, we cautiously peered 
round the side of the hill, and rejoined our friends.  John, 
being John, hemmed and hawed. I, being raised in New 
York City, suggested we not engage in circle shooting 
any more, and that we spread out, 100 yards--minimum-
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-apart and stay 100 yards--minimum--apart.  
 “Good idea,” someone said, and we spread out.  
Stuart on the far right, then Jack, then John and then me.  
The place turned out to be just as full of birds as our host 
had said.  It didn’t take long for me to work up a sweat and, 
despite being December, need to lighten my apparel.   I took 
off my orange hat and, stashing the hat in my obnoxiously 
bright blaze orange vest, kept hunting.  
 I wasn’t about to stop: even I was coming close 
to having a limit of birds when a small covey flushed and 
flew toward me.  That’s not my best shot, in fact I have 
very few good shots.  But I was thinking more that I’d 
have to be careful not to shoot when the little quail was 
too close. I’d done that to a rooster in the Sand Hills a few 
years before: not only had the feathers taken a very long 
time to quit falling from the sky, but there wasn’t much 
left to cook.  
    So I was careful, thinking ‘Not the best sur-
vival instincts’ as I shot, and my bird, obviously hit but 
still flying, zipped over my head. Apparently I’d hit it well 
enough, though, because it shortly did a face-plant into 
the grassy ditch only yards behind me.  
 I turned, gingerly slid down the slick grassy slope 
into the ditch and was rooting around in the deep grass 
for my bird when I heard Jack yell “NO!”
 I looked up, wondering what was wrong, and saw 
John a ways off, but not nearly far enough as it turned 
out, swing on a bird that was now flying toward me.  
 These things happen quickly.  You always think 
you’ll react in time.  I did react, turning away and dropping 
to my knees, intending to bury my face in the grass, but I 
wasn’t fast enough. Stuart’s friend reacted as well.  As he 
yelled, he turned his back to John and stepped between 

http://www.riflesandrecipes.com
http://www.24hourcampfire.com
http://www.riflesandrecipes.com


~2~

me and the shot, and in that quick moment, I felt  some-
thing hit my head amidst the sound of a shower of some-
things hit the sturdy Carhartt fabric shielding me. Shot pel-
lets, I thought. God Bless that stiff, unyielding Carhartt.  It 
is the most uncomfortable stuff to wear, but oh my. My first 
instinct was to cover my face with my hands. 
 Jack bent down and asked, “Are you okay?” and I 
lifted my hands away so I could see him.   
 “Yes,” I said. That was when I saw the blood on 
my hands.  “Where am I bleeding?”  He pointed to his 
own temple. “Just here,” he said.
  By then Mark and John had reached us, and I 
showed them I was okay.  We all breathed a sigh of relief, 
and there was some nervous laughter as we all decom-
pressed.  
 Then Mark knelt close to me and whispered in my 
ear: “Who shot you?” 
 I smiled at him. The lawyer in Mark always a part 
of him.  “John.”  He broke into a big grin and whispered 
again: “Oh boy, are you going to have a great Christmas!”   

 It took more than a month before John could talk  
about it, and then it was obvious how it happened. 
 Yes we were lined up  in a row, spaced apart, but 
that’s just how we started out. At some point, we came 
to a ranch road, created high on a berm that divided the 
field we were hunting.  We couldn’t all hunt on one side 
and still maintain a safe distance, so we split up: John and 
Stu staying on the side we’d been hunting and Jack and I 
crossing the berm to hunt on the other.  Part of the defini-
tion of berm is that it’s a raised fortification: in our case 
it was an effective safety barrier. It was high enough that 
John and Mark couldn’t see Jack and me and we couldn’t 
see them.  
 But then those birds flushed in front of me.  I 
shot, and the quail zipped over my head and face planted 
behind me.  And I made the truly stupid mistake of cross-
ing back over the road-berm--to go find it without looking 
where Mark and John were.  
 John didn’t see me come back across the berm.  
Worse, I didn’t realize that the ditch I’d slid into to  find my 
bird wasn’t quite deep enough to completely shield me.   
The first thing I should have done, before looking for the 
bird, was check to see just where I was.  Had I done that 
I would have realized I was way too close to John, and 
would have waved to let him know I wasn’t where he was 
expecting me to be--which was a good 50-75 yards away 
and on the other side of the berm.  
And I should have kept my orange 
hat on, for while my orange vest 
was new and brilliant, it was below 
ground level--where John couldn’t 
possibly see it. (At that time my hair 
wasn’t quite as silvery either. It was 
actually about the color of a lot of 
the vegetation--medium brown--be-
tween patches of melting snow, so 
he couldn’t see that very well either. 
(At least to know  it was me and 
not a mound of December vegeta-

tion he was looking at.)  And Jack was in Carhartt brown. 
With a cowboy hat on his head that used to be ivory but 
with many years of use was now a mottled brown on dirty 
ivory.  Essentially camo. 
 That night, in Boise, we had a very weird gather-
ing.  John’s Mom, Wylla, was about as liberal as anyone 
I’ve ever met, and she threw a party for us, inviting her 
good liberal friends, and our good hunting friends who all 
got along very well, but it didn’t take long before getting 
shot was the topic of conversation.  The liberal side of 
the group had no stories, but among the hunting side, 
only one of us was woundless: only John had never been 
punctured.  Our friend Ron Spomer admitted he still had 
pellets in his body, and Mark’s wife, Bev, told about a 
pheasant hunt where she was approaching the stoppers 
and one of them pointed his shotgun at a rooster flying 
directly toward her and pulled the trigger.  She still has 
numerous pellets in her thighs.
 From there the talk soon turned to gory-ous ways 
to get the pellets out. The majority held that icing the 
area until it was numb, then squeezing as if popping a 
pimple, was the simplest route but they also admitted 
that wasn’t entirely pain free and so had left many alone. 
But mine was just inside my hairline at the right temple-
-pretty noticeable, and the skin of the temple doesn’t 
provide much depth for numbing, so after a couple of 
attempts, I refused another try. Plus, popping requires 
cutting  or that the pellet be directly under the entry hole, 
which mine wasn’t.  It had skidded an inch or two across 
my skull before coming to rest, and I still was having 
headaches several days later. 
 So it was time to call in help.  A numbing shot, 
scalpel and stitch or two soon fixed me up.  (Far few-
er than the barbed wire cut in my hand.) What I forgot 
was that doctors are required by law to report gunshot 
wounds, which seemed like a pretty fancy term for an 
infinitesimal fraction-of-an-ounce-pellet flesh wound. And 
that John would be listed as the person who shot me.  
 So there it is.  It’s not fair.  

 Hanging in the stairwell with many many pho-
tos,  more than 50  years of friends and family, as well 
as a shot of Elmer Keith perched on a dead elephant and 
sketchy post cards people have sent us from their world 
travels, all hunting and fishing, is a surgical bag marked 
“The Pellet” wherein one #6 sits jauntily on the bottom 
edge of the ‘0’ of 01.  That badge wasn’t always clipped 

there on the left.  It’s a sign 
the real victim, John, has fi-
nally grown a bit of a sense 
of humor about it.  Which is 
a good sign.  And I can fi-
nally write about it, lo these 
many years later. 
   The ‘Pellet’  will always 
sit there, in a prominent 
place so we never forget 
how easily stuff happens.  
EC
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Good Eats

Game Care Notes

Party Burgers
Serves 4-5
EC
 It’s about this time of year, every year the glow of 
hunting season is over and the serious business of eating 
our bounty gets into high gear.  And often, it’s the easiest 
things that please our fancy.  That’s true with these party 
burgers. (But you don’t have to save them for parties, 
they just make a boring Wednesday lunch much more 
fun.    For oven fries to match, turn the page much more 
fun.   
 Now, make the burgers as written below, then 
feel free to freelance the assembly.  For those who like hot 
stuff, maybe use pepper Jack cheese instead of Cheddar 
or Monterey Jack; I prefer the sweeter taste of mayo to 
sour cream some days, some days not; and then there’s 
bottled queso (runny cheese with the salsa mixed in) in-
stead of fresh salsa. (Our neighborhood grocery makes 
fresh salsa everyday so it’s the option we almost always 
choose, but maybe you don’t have a good, inexpensive 
fresh salsa close to home.)  And of course when summer 
comes around again, we’ll be grilling these burgers! 
Ingredients
For the burgers: 
1 ½ pounds ground big game meat (deer, antelope, elk, 
moose, whatever you have.)
2 tablespoons Chipotle Tabasco Sauce
2 eggs
2 cups French’s Crispy Fried Onions
2 tablespoons ground cumin
1 teaspoon chili powder
1 teaspoon salt
3 tablespoons oil for the skillet

For assembly: 
4-5 hard rolls
8-10 slices Cheddar cheese
⅓ cup fresh or bottle salsa
⅓ cup sour cream or mayonnaise

Prep and Cooking
1.  Combine all the burger ingredients together, mix well 
and let it sit for an hour or two covered in the fridge to let 

Stick-to-it-iveness
EC
 The trick to burgers and meatballs is to not have 
them fall apart while cooking.  One trick is to add fat, 
whether it’s beef fat or a tablespoon of olive oil to each 
pound of ground lean meat.  In the Party Burgers it’s the 
egg yolk that supplies the fat.
 But there’s a second trick, and even for fatty/eggy 
burgers, it helps.  We’re all just a bit too quick with the 
spatula, and burgers by definition are made to fall apart.  
So just make sure the first side is done cooking--nice and 
crisp and well browned--before even thinking of grabbing 
the spatula.  If you’re not sure, just get down at eye level 
with the pan--at a safe distance.  As the underside cooks, 
the evidence of it rises up the side of the burger: so when 
you see a nice crisp browning--instead of red raw meat--
at the lower edge, it’s time. 
 The science of it is that cooking meat actually 
makes the proteins bond and, once bonded that solid 
arm locking will keep the burger from crumbling apart 
when you turn it.  How do you know when they’re bonded 
enough to not crumble?  The first side will look completely 
cooked. It takes several minutes, so be patient.     
       On the grill it helps to heat the grill, clean it with the 
wire brush, then wipe the cooking surface with a couple 
of tablespoons of oil (use a paper towel and tongs to 
spread the oil to keep your fingers safe) to make the sur-
face a bit non-stick.  
     You still have to wait for the first side to cook before 
turning, and handle the burgers with a bit of care, but 
lubricating the cooking surface helps a lot.  And if you oil 
the surface each time you cook, the grill will be non-stick, 
more like well-seasoned cast iron pan than the grabby 
possessive monster some grills become.   

the flavors develop. 
2.  When you’re ready to cook, start your oven broiler, and 
place the buns cut side up on a foil-lined cookie sheet.  
Butter  the buns and set them aside.  Preheat the broiler 
and set the shelf to 5” below the flames.
3.  Shape the burgers to match the shape of the rolls, 
while you heat a large skillet over medium to medium-
high heat. Add the oil, and when it’s hot, add the burgers.  
Cook at least 3 minutes on that first side before you start 
messing with them.  (Keep your spatula in your pocket, in 
other words, until the first side looks completely cooked.) 
Turn and cook the second side of the burger until the 
burger registers 135 to 140°F on a meat thermometer 
and there’s no pink left inside. 
4.  When the burgers are just about done, slide the sheet 
of rolls under the broiler.  Broil about 1 minute until nicely 
browned.  KEEP AN EYE ON THEM. Once they start to 
brown, it’s a nanosecond before they’re burned. Remove 
the buns from the oven, and layer with cheese slices 
while still very hot. 
5.  Assemble the burgers: Top the cheesy buns with burg-
ers and salsa with either mayo or sour cream--even a bit 
more tabasco if you like--and enjoy.  
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Cookie Corner

Party Oven Fries
Serves 4-5
 Use a standard metal pan for these potatoes and 
you’ll have a stuck-on mess to clean up.  It’s tempting to 
use foil to keep the clean-up easy, but these fries stick, 
and then you’ll tear the foil when you try to flip them.  
Some people recommend parchment, but at 450°F, the 
parchment gets quite brown and crispy and looks like it 
could ignite, making matters worse than better. So use a 
non-stick cookie sheet, with sides so the fries don’t slide 
off when you’re taking them in and out of the oven, and 
wipe 2-3 tablespoons of oil on the pan before adding the 
potatoes.  Then soak the pan in the sink when you’re 
done. As for what sort of potato to use, I love using sweet 
potatoes or yams for this because they’re sooooo rich, 
sweet and succulent when baked (even without using a 
lot of brown sugar and marshmallows which they’re usu-
ally subjected to.) Use white potatoes if you want for two 
of them, but at least throw one sweet potato into the 
mixture.  If you don’t already love sweet potatoes, you’ll 
be amazed.
Ingredients
3 medium-sized potatoes
1 egg white
1 ½ teaspoons ground cumin
¼ teaspoon garlic powder
1 ½ teaspoons salt
Prep
1.  Preheat the oven to 450°F.  Cut the potatoes into 
traditional ¼” thick French fry shape.  
2.  Beat the egg white until frothy (10-15 seconds with 
an electric mixer).  Combine the cumin, garlic powder 
and salt, and stir it into the beaten egg white. Add the 
French fries to the seasoned egg white and stir them 
around to get the coating evenly distributed.  
Cooking
1.  Spread the potatoes out on the oiled non-stick cookie 
sheet.  Cook about 10-12 minutes, then flip the fries and 
cook another 12 minutes.  Turn them out onto a serving 
dish, sprinkle with salt and pepper and enjoy.  

Good Sides

Maple Pecan Biscotti
Makes about 2 dozen
 This looks a bit complicated, but it isn’t.  Biscotti 
are a crisp Italian cookie that’s baked once in a thin loaf, 
then sliced into long ½” wide cookies and baked again.  It 
is a pretty stiff dough, so the last half of the flour is best 
mixed in by hand. It’s just faster. In Italy, biscotti are a 
dessert dipped in wine. In the states, we dunk them in 
coffee--and whether you’re at the breakfast table or sit-
ting over an ice fishing hole, they’re a treat. 
Ingredients
For the biscotti:
½ cup butter (one stick)
½ brown sugar
2 teaspoons baking powder
2 eggs
¼ cup maple syrup
1 teaspoon mapleine*
2¾ cups all-purpose flour
1 cup coarsely chopped pecans
For the drizzled frosting: 
1 cup powdered sugar
4-5 tablespoons more maple syrup
1.  Preheat the oven to 350°F.  Grease a cookie sheet.   
In a large bowl beat the butter until slightly fluffy, then 
add the sugar and baking powder. Scrape the sides of 
the bowl to make sure all ingredients are combined. 
2.  Add the eggs, maple syrup and mapleine*, beat until 
combined, then add 1 cup of the flour. When that’s well 
mixed add another cup of flour.  Add the pecans to the 
mix before adding the rest of the flour. The mix starts 
getting pretty stiff now, so add the rest of the flour ½ 
cup at a time, mixing it in with your hands.  
3.  Divide the dough in half and shape it into a 9” long 
loaf, about 3” wide on the greased cookie sheet.  With 
slightly damp hands, press the loaf to about ½” thick.  
(Neaten up the sides so there are no cracks or fissures.)  
The loaves should be about 4 inches apart, so if you 
need more room, grease a second cookie sheet.  
4.  Bake about 25-30 minutes in the center of the oven, 
until a wooden toothpick inserted in the center comes 
out clean.  Cool the loaves on their cookie sheets, placed 
on a cooling rack, about 1 hour. 
5.  Preheat the oven to 325°F.  Carefully transfer one 
loaf to a cutting board, and cut the biscotti on the 
diagonal about ½” thick with a sharp serrated knife. 
Place each piece cut side down on a parchment or foil 
lined cookie sheet. Bake about 8 minutes, then turn the 
biscotti over (with  metal tongs) and bake another 10 
minutes.  Transfer to a cooling rack and let them cool 10 
to 15 minutes before applying the frosting. 
6.  Combine the powdered sugar and half the maple 
syrup in a cup and stir to combine.  Add enough more 
maple syrup so the icing drizzles off the spoon in a thin 
stream, rather than in clumps.  Drizzle it over the cooled 
biscotti and enjoy.  
*Mapleine is a brand name for maple flavored extract. 
You’ll find it with the vanilla in the baking aisle. 

    Biscotti not only taste great but store well too, so 
make lots!
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Rifle Loony Lit

VLD Seating Stem for Straighter-Seated Bullets
JB
 The best screw-in bullet-seating dies feature interior cylinders just slightly larger than bullet diameter, to 
keep bullets aligned as straight as possible while entering the case neck. Dies like this are offered by several compa-
nies, including Forster and Redding, but many of today’s high-BC rifle bullets can be seated a little straighter with a 
seating stem (the part that actually pushes on the nose) with a cavity designed to better fit the more pointed ogives 
of many high-BC bullets. Recent Forster “Benchrest” dies have a seating stem designed for longer-ogive bullets, and 
Redding offers special VLD stems for many cartridges. I use one in my 6.5 Creedmoor Redding Competition die, and 
it makes a measurable difference in bullet concentricity.

Western Powders Handloading Guide, Edition1, 
by Rob Behr. 
Western Powders, Inc., PO Box 158, Miles City, MT 59301, 
www.westernpowders.com.
JB
 The folks at Western sell a fine selection of handload-
ing powders, including Accurate, Ramshot and Blackhorn 209, 
but before 2017 only published small booklets and on-line data. 
They’ve been working on a genuine loading manual for a few 
years, and its finally here—and well worth the wait.
 Aside from very good chapters on the basic mechanics of 
metallic-case reloading—accompanied by excellent color photo, 
on high quality paper--there’s info on advanced techniques from 
neck-turning to using bushing dies to range-testing. There are 
also chapters on such subjects as “Powder Position and Pres-
sure,” “Shotshells for Handguns,”  and “Handloading with a Chro-
nograph,” which includes how to correlate velocity and pressure.
 The data includes pressures for each load, and includes over 60 handgun cartridge from the 5.7x28mm FN to .500 
Smith & Wesson, and over 100 rifle cartridges from the .17 Cooper Centerfire Magnum to the .550 Magnum--the .460 
Weatherby necked up to take .55 caliber bullets weighing up to 700 grains. There are plenty of other wildcats and propri-
etary cartridges, mixed in with a comprehensive list of factory rounds. In fact, we’re so impressed with the Western manual 
that we’ve added it to the list of books available from our website where a complet list of chapters and cartridges covered 
is also available.  Just go to riflesandrecipes.com, click on the book, then on Table of Contents.  

Softcover, 488 pages: $36 (includes free shipping in the US.  FYI: At Midway the book is listed at $27.99 but then they 
charge $9.39 for shipping=$37.38. We never charge shipping in the US.)   www.riflesandrecipes.com
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Down the Barrel
Does Caliber Affect Killing Power?
JB

 Many hunters believe larger diameter bullets kill big 
game quicker, often citing “physics” as the reason, because it 
seems obvious that a larger-caliber bullet puts a bigger hole 
in animals. In North America, the poster-child for this be-
lief is usually the .338 Winchester Magnum, because it’s the 
most popular step up from the cartridges most of us grew 
up using, both in powder room and bullet diameter. Many 
hunters even claim they see a difference when .338 bullets 
hit big game compared to smaller-caliber bullets, often citing 
instances where an animal visibly flinched when hit with a 
.338. But the biggie is “killing power.”  
 That was certainly what I anticipated back in 
1987, when I put together a custom .338 Winchester. Be-
fore then I’d taken most of my big game with a pair of 
Remington 700’s in .243 and .270 Winchester, plus a cou-
ple of .30-06’s. There had also been a .30-30, .308 Win-
chester and, briefly, a .338-06, sold after a few months 
to make ends meet, thanks in part to what a friend calls 
a “practice wife,” whose spending habits not only made it 
hard for ends to meet, but to even come in sight of each 
other through binoculars. 
 The eventual divorce resulted in the liquidation of 
the rest of my small collection of big game rifles, but the 
collection started again a few months later with a Ruger 77 
.30-06 with cheap 4x scope, purchased as a combo in 1983 
during a pre-season sale at a local store.  For several years 
the ‘06 worked fine on the standard array of Montana big 
game—antelope, deer, black bear and elk—but like all rifle 
loonies I was convinced something better existed.
 After thinking a while, the “logical” candidate 
was the .338 Winchester. Any .300 magnums would only 
shoot the same .30 caliber bullets I’d been using for years 
in .30-06’s, and the editor of the magazine providing most 
of my income was convinced the .338 was magic.
 I used the FN .338 a lot over the next dozen 
years, which coincided with a relatively rapid rise in my 
fortunes, including my first big game animals taken out-

side Montana, including a number of hunts across north-
ern North America from Alaska to Quebec, plus a couple 
of African safaris. The .338 went on several of those trips, 
partly because it was the first of my rifles to acquire a U.S. 
Customs Form 4457, proving it was mine both to foreign 
governments, and my own government upon return. Also, 
anticipating such travel, it had been built on a commercial 
FN Mauser action so it would be reliable, and also easily 
repairable with a small collection of parts. This might be 
handy in remote places such as the Northwest Territories 
and Namibia, and of course everybody knew the .338 was 
“enough gun” to handle big, tough animals like moose, 
musk ox, wildebeest and eland.
 It was, but eventually I had to admit to myself 
that the .338 wasn’t consistently more magic than the 
.30-06, or a couple of .300 magnums I’d also used during 
that period. The .338 had resulted in some spectacular 
kills, including a Quebec caribou taken with the brand-
new 200-grain Ballistic Tip, the first of the heavy-jacket 
models. The bull stood quartering away slightly at just 
about 200 yards, and the bullet landed behind the near 
shoulder, breaking the far shoulder on the way out. All 
four legs instantly folded up, and the bull dropped on his 
belly and stayed that way, ready for the hero photo. He 
was the biggest-bodied of the dozen caribou I’ve taken, 
as large as an average 5-point elk.
 The .338’s second caribou, however, a slightly 
smaller bull taken three years later in Alaska at 300 yards 
with a 210-grain Nosler Partition, ran over 50 yards be-
fore falling, despite being shot right behind the shoulders. 
That could be blamed on the “tougher” bullet, but the 
interior damage from the 210 matched the 200-grain Bal-
listic Tip. 
 A couple of days earlier I’d taken my first moose, 
a mature bull with antlers spreading 58 inches, using 
the then-new 230-grain Winchester Fail Safe. The bullet 
landed in the center of the chest as the bull stood almost 
directly facing me at 100 yards. I’d heard from several 
people the .338 was an excellent choice for moose, not 
just due to the animal’s size but because they often head 
for nearby water when shot, and a defunct bull weighing 
over 1000 pounds is difficult to retrieve from a lake or 
stream. Yet despite the magic of the .338, the bull made 
it into a nearby salmon river, dying in the middle of a pool 
with only one antler tine above the surface. 
 Luckily it was a relatively small river, and with 
a rope tied to the guide’s jetboat, we pulled the moose 
downstream to shallower water, then spent five hours 
butchering it from the top down, while being punctured 
by abundant mosquitoes. The bullet had performed very 
well, tearing a big hole through bull’s chest before stop-
ping against the pelvis, retaining 96% of its weight.
 In Namibia the rifle killed an eland pretty well, 
despite the first bullet hitting a tiny thorn-branch and 
entering sideways just behind the bull’s shoulder, cutting 
a perfect silhouette of a 250-grain Nosler Partition. The 
bullet still did enough damage to make the eland stop 
within 100 yards, where it stood, head slightly lowered, 
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in a clearing amid the thornbush. I put another Partition 
point-on through the lungs, whereupon it dropped.
 But a few days later another 250 Partition landed 
somewhat higher on a blue wildebeest than where it had 
been aimed, thanks to my professional hunter. He was 
one of those PH’s (luckily not encountered much any-
more) who believe their shoulder is as steady as a pair 
of shooting sticks. This had worked on the eland but not 
the wildebeest, because the PH took a breath just as I 
squeezed the trigger. 
 The wildebeest dropped, but immediately jumped 
up and started running directly away, whereupon I put 
another Partition between its hams. This did not slow the 
wildebeest down until half a mile later, when some inter-
esting tracking in the fading evening light finally found it 
standing in a small patch of thornbush. The bull dropped 
to my shot, but again jumped right back up. Luckily it 
didn’t have the strength to run off, and stayed down after 
yet another shot. 
 Since then I’ve seen a number of other wildebeest 
taken, including more by me. All fell with one well-placed 
shot from cartridges ranging from the 7x57 and 7mm-
08 to the 9.3x62 Mauser and .375 Ruger, including one 
killed by a hunting companion with a 225-grain Nosler Ac-
cuBond from a .338 Winchester Magnum. All fell quickly 
enough that they didn’t require tracking, but I have also 
seen wildebeest shot around the edges with a similar ar-
ray of cartridges, all requiring considerable tracking, oc-
casionally without results. 
 There are two points here: Many cartridges work on 
wildebeest but none, up to pretty powerful medium-bores 
(including the magic .338 Winchester Magnum), will put 
them down with shots that aren’t correctly placed, even if 
the bullet lands relatively close to where it should have.
 Eventually it occurred to me that the diameter of 
.338 bullets is only 3/100th of an inch larger than .308 
bullets. After experimenting a little with a Starrett digital 
micrometer, I found that wrapping a .30 caliber bullet in a 
single layer of a stiff business card resulted in a diameter 
of just about .338 inch.
 It also occurred to me that an expanding bullet’s ini-
tial diameter isn’t what kills big game. Instead it’s the bullet’s 
“mushroomed” diameter, which punches a much larger hole. 
So I opened the over-sized tackle box that houses my col-
lection of recovered bullets from over 50 years of big game 
hunting, and got out the .30’s and .33’s. 
 The bullets included a pretty comprehensive list, 
including some no longer made: Barnes TSX; Hornady In-
terlock and Interbond; Norma Oryx; Federal Deep Shok; 
Nosler AccuBond, Ballistic Tip, E-Tip and Partition; Speer 
Hot-Cor; Swift A-Frame, and Winchester Fail Safe (later 
renamed Combined Technology Fail Safe, when Nosler 
and Winchester started co-producing bullets). Using the 
Starrett, I measured the width of each bullet’s mushroom 
at its widest point, then measured the next-greatest 
width, averaging the two measurements. 
 Since there’s only .03 inch difference in unex-
panded .30 and .33 bullets, I didn’t expect the average 
difference in expanded bullets to be much larger, and it 

wasn’t--turning out to be just about exactly .05 inch. But 
the .30’s averaged larger, not the .33’s!
 This seemed rather odd, so I looked closer at 
the results and discovered the reason: Two kinds of .30 
caliber bullets expanded very widely, Hornady Interbonds 
and Norma Oryx’s, all averaging over .7 inch across their 
mushrooms, while not of the other bullets measured more 
than .668. 
 None of the .33’s were Interbonds or Orxyes, so I 
eliminated those two bullets from the .30 caliber results, 
then re-averaged the rest. However, this still came out 
slightly in favor of the .30’s: .631 to .620. The results 
might be slightly different for other batches of recovered 
.30 and .33 caliber bullets, but my results indicate there’s 
no huge difference in their expanded diameters, no doubt 
because there’s no huge difference in the unexpanded 
bullet diameters. 
 Now, I have sometimes observed a difference in 
how bullets from .35 to .375 caliber work on big game 
compared to .30’s and .33’s. As an example, in 2011 I 
went to Tanzania on an 18-day safari with several com-
panions, and as a “light” rifle I used my CZ 9.3x62 with 
286-grain Nosler Partitions, while my primary hunting 
companion use a .300 Winchester Magnum with 180-grain 
AccuBonds. We both shot essentially the same variety of 
plains game, ranging in size from impala and hartbeest to 
zebra and Nyassa wildebeest, a niftier-colored subspecies 
of blue wildebeest. My companion was so impressed with 
the way the 9.3x62 put big game down that upon our 
return to the U.S. he bought a 9.3x62.
 But was the difference due to bullet diameter, or 
bullet weight? Or even shot placement? I had plenty of 
confidence in the 286-grain Partition’s ability to penetrate 
bone, and the bullet broke at least one shoulder on all the 
larger animals taken. My companion’s larger animals were 
mostly shot through the lungs, without a shoulder being 
involved.
 What I will say is that bullets wider and heavier 
than the typical 180-200 grain bullets and 200-225 grain 
bullets used in most .300 and .338 magnums do seem to 
hit harder and kill quicker—but only sometimes. On other 
occasions they don’t. I’ve witnessed plenty of those occa-
sions as well, with cartridges ranging from the 9.3x62, and 
the similar wildcat 9.3 Barsness-Sisk, to various .375’s in-
cluding the Holland & Holland, Ruger and .378 Weatherby.
 So I went back to my tackle box and got out the 
9.3mm and .375 bullets. These weren’t as abundant as 
recovered .33 caliber bullets, even though I’ve shot more 
big game with the 9.3x62 Mauser and .375 H&H com-
bined than the .338 Winchester Magnum. This is probably 
due to the 9.3’s and .375’s weighing considerably more. 
The heaviest .338 bullets used have been 250’s, with 
most weighing 200-230 grains. The lightest 9.3mm bul-
lets weighed 250 grains, with many weighing 286 and one 
300. The .375 bullets weighed 260, 270 and 300 grains. 
 The mushrooms of expanded 9.3mm bullets av-
eraged just about exactly the same as expanded .338 bul-
lets, .621 inch compared to .620 for the .338’s. But the 
sample of 9.3’s was less than half the number of .338 
bullets.
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 The mushrooms of .375 bullets did measure con-
siderably larger than those of .338 and 9.3 bullets, aver-
aging .669 inch. Still, that’s not a vast difference, and not 
much larger than the average of ALL .30 caliber bullets, 
.659 inch, including the wide-expanding Hornady Inter-
bonds and Norma Oryxes. 
 At this point I became curious about .270 and 
7mm bullets. Did their expanded mushroom also measure 
close to that of .33 caliber bullets? So I dragged out and 
measured all of them, too. The 7mm mushrooms aver-
aged .597 inch in diameter, not much smaller than the 
.620 of the .338’s! 
 However, the .270’s averaged .555 inch, con-
siderably smaller. This seemed odd, since there’s only 
.007 inch difference in diameter between unexpanded 
.270 and 7mm bullets. But eliminating an extreme “out-
lier” from each caliber, a very mangled, small-diameter 
130-grain Hornady Interlock .270 and an extremely wide 
156 Norma Oryx 7mm, resulted in averages of .565 for 
the .270’s and .585 for the 7mm’s. This is pretty close, as 
we’d expect from such similar bullets, but apparently .270 
and 7mm bullet expand less than .30’s or .33’s.
 Bullets of at least .40 caliber do seem to hit harder 
than “medium bores” up to .375. I only have three recov-
ered +.40 bullets in my collection, all .416’s, a 300-grain 
pre-TSX Barnes X, and a pair of 400-grain Partitions. Their 
mushrooms averaged .773 inch, so unexpanded diameter 
does appear to relate to expanded diameter, though the 
sample is small.
 After all this measuring, my educated guess is 
that with the cartridges up to .375 caliber most of us 
shoot at big game, bullet weight may have more to do 
with how “hard” a bullet hits a big game animal than its 
diameter, either initial or expanded. Whether that extra 
weight kills them quicker is another question, though it 
should help them plow deeper on larger game, especially 
on angling shots, resulting in a longer wound channel of 
slightly larger diameter.
 Among the animals taken the first year of hunting 
with my .338 was an eating-size mule deer buck, shot with 
a 250-grain Nosler Partition at 50 yards as it was walking 
angling away, about to disappear behind a small stand of 
quaking aspens. The bullet entered just at the rear of the 
ribs on the left side, and exited just inside the right shoul-
der, and from the state of the innards expanded nicely. 
Yet the buck never reacted to the shot, continuing to walk 
behind the aspens before emerging on the other side, 
still walking. I was about to shoot again when the buck 
stopped, gently lay down, and died. Which is just one of 
many examples of why I do know—not guess—there isn’t 
any magic in .338 bullets. 
 Or indeed in bullets of most common calibers, 
whether “deer” cartridges or those usually used on 500-
800 pound game. Instead the magic lies in where we 
place them, a sometimes neglected part of hunting phys-
ics, and often the primary reason big game animals fall 
quickly, especially when hit through bone, whether shoul-
ders or spine. 
 Breaking bone is a far more concrete example 
of physics than a several hundredths of an inch in bullet 

diameter, whether expanded or unexpanded. Yet true be-
lievers in caliber often don’t differentiate between heavy-
bone shots and bullets that only hit ribs, preferring to be-
lieve caliber made the difference when an animal flinches, 
or falls quickly. Since this is America, everybody’s entitled 
to an opinion (and even entitled to tell the rest of the 
world on Facebook), but that still doesn’t turn selective 
examples of one into real evidence.

    John shot the kudu above at 250 yards with his 
custom 7x57, using a 160-grain Barnes TSX at 2650 fps. 
The bullet landed behind the shoulder, and the kudu ran 
about 50 yards before falling.
    He shot the one below at 75 yards with his Ruger No. 
1 .375 H&H, using a 300-grain Nosler Partition at 2600 
fps. The bullet landed behind the shoulder, and the kudu 
went about 75 yards, where it stood standing, head-
down, before another shot dropped it.
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Honest Guns

Serengeti Artemis .308 Winchester
JB
 In 2008 the rifle company then named Serengeti 
(and nowadays Kilimanjaro Rifles) built Eileen a .308 Win-
chester. She planned on it being her new “big” rifle, for 
game larger than deer, and would first use it on an up-
coming safari with me, one of the Serengeti owners and 
several of their other customers, and afterward for elk in 
Montana. 
 Despite a stock of fancy-grained walnut, the .308 
only weighed 6 pounds, 7 ounces, including a 12-ounce 
scope in Talley Lightweight rings. This miracle was possi-
ble due to using a short Kimber 84 action, milled down to 
remove more weight (and then re-engraved “Serengeti”), 
a slim 20-inch Lilja barrel, and Serengeti’s exclusive wood 
lamination process. 
 This involves slicing a layer about 1/8 inch thick 
from the center of a hardwood stock blank, then turning 
that layer upside-down and gluing it, under pressure, be-
tween the two thick outside layers. The result is a 3-layer 
blank that, once turned into a stock, usually can’t be told 
from a solid piece of walnut unless somebody points it 
out. The strength of the laminated blank allowed stock-
maker Gene Gordner to make a really slim stock, fitted to 
Eileen personally in his Kalispell shop. 
 The rifle got done just in time to work up a han-
dload before we headed to the Eastern Cape Province 
of South Africa. The safari had been put together by my 
friend Kevin Thomas (now retired from professional hunt-
ing and living on a houseboat in Great Britain with his 
wife Brenda), and Eileen especially wanted the zebra and 
warthog she’d had on her list for her first safari in Namibia 
in 1999, but didn’t get. 
 The hunt also involved considerable culling of 
other animals, some not nearly as large as an elk-sized 
Burchell’s stallion. We decided to use the 150-grain Nosler 
E-Tip, a bullet we’d both used in other cartridges since its 
introduction a few years earlier. Basically a Ballistic Tip 
without the lead core, the E-Tip opens easily yet pen-
etrates deeply, due to the “monolithic” construction of the 
shank. Load work-up was easy, since 
like most .308’s, 46.0 grains of Hodg-
don Varget shot very well at a muzzle 
velocity of 2800 fps.
 The rifle also worked very 
well on the safari. As Eileen related in 
an earlier Rifle Loony News, the first 
animal taken was a large male vervet 
monkey that had invaded the walled 
yard of the lodge. Now, most Ameri-
cans wouldn’t consider an 18-pound 
monkey particularly dangerous, but 
male vervets often act much like min-
iature male baboons, attacking dogs 
and small children, and the couple who owned the lodge 
had a couple of young kids and a new puppy. 

 The monkey had shown up during the hour be-
fore we arrived. The man of the house was gone, and his 
wife wasn’t a hunter, so while we were unpacking Kevin 
ran through the lodge asking if anybody had a rifle ready 
to shoot. Eileen already had the .308 out of its case and 
volunteered, and a minute or two later dropped the vervet 
from a tree above the swing-set.
 Over the next two weeks Eileen got a big wart-
hog and zebra stallion, the warthog with one shot 
through the shoulders at over 200 yards, and the ze-
bra with a shot through the right shoulder as it stood 
quartering toward her. But the zebra didn’t immediately 
realize it was dead, and since it was standing on a steep 
hillside above Eileen and her PH Keith Gradwell, started 
down toward them on its death-run. Eileen believed it 
was charging Keith, so shot it again, saving Keith from a 
terrible trampling. (Meanwhile, Keith kept insisting there 
was no need for second shot since, as the stallion ap-
proached, he could see it’s front legs start to step over 
each other—as Keith said later, like his safari partner 
Doug after he’d “drunk a flat of beer.” In South Africa, a 
flat is what Americans call a case.) 
 Eileen also got a blesbok, bushbuck, impala, and 
a male ostrich, “because it’s the biggest upland bird in 
the world,” but unfortunately, she’d started developing 
recoil headaches. They first caused serious problems 
during a duck and goose hunt in Alberta, where she used 
a 7-pound Beretta Onyx with pretty stout loads. Alberta 
waterfowling normally involves quite a bit of shooting, 
and one evening when mallards started pouring into the 
decoys, she got such a headache that she not only quit 
shooting but had to lie down—though as more ducks 
kept coming, still managed to tell me, to “Shoot ‘em! 
Shoot ‘em!”
 The sensitivity grew worse, and soon all it took 
was one shot from the Serengeti .308 to trigger the pain. 
She could still shoot her New Ultra Light Arms .257 Rob-
erts for several shots before a headache started, so we 
decided to try lighter bullets in the .308. Nosler doesn’t 
make a .30-caliber E-Tip under 150 grains, so we tried 
130-grain Barnes Tipped TSX’s. They did help—but only 
after I’d reduced the powder charge so much the muzzle 
velocity dropped to 2650 fps. At that point it made more 
sense to use the .257, even for elk—which Eileen did, 

A close-up of the small muzzle brake made by John McLaugh-
lin.  There are no ports on bottom to prevent dust and snow 
from blowing back in your eyes when shooting prone.
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What’s Next?
 Between now and the end of February, according 
to the little trivia item in our local weather forecast, we 
arrive at a point where we’ve seen the worst that winter 
has to throw at us. Even if Punxsutawney Phil thinks 
there’s 6 more weeks of it, it’s different.  Of course 
there’s still the rath-
er demoralizing stuff 
spring has in store, but 
in the meantime we 
have a lot more sun-
shine than we did a few 
short weeks ago, and 
in 6 more short weeks 
those of us who start 
our own tomatoes will 
be wrist deep in pot-
ting soil and plotting 
the next year’s crop.  
Then other things start 
to happen: bison calves 
start dropping, then 
shortly after elk calves, 
and antelope and deer 
fawns hit the ground. 
And bear and turkey 
seasons are open, if 
you’re lucky enough to 
live where bear and tur-
keys are numerous...
then it’s as satisfying 
to hunt as in the fall.  Maybe more, because winter’s 
months and months  and months away.  
   In case you haven’t guessed, I love this time of year. 
Everything is in front of us.  Every day there’s a new bird 
returning, or a new bit of flora opening, poking its head 
out of the ground, or bursting into life.  My friend Diane 
will be hunting the wild asparagus before she knows it, 
and I’ll be digging through last year’s mess to see if my 
bright red rhubarb is emerging yet.  (I’m almost out of 
jelly.  It’s time rhubarb. )
    Our next issue is May 2018 the start of our 10th 
year of Rifle Loony News.  What do you want to see?     
Let us know at our web site, www.riflesandrecipes.com.  
Click on the ‘contact us’ tab, and your e-mail will come 
straight to us.  EC

dropping a cow with one 100-grain Tipped TSX.
 But she still missed hunting with the Serengeti, 
because the custom stock fit her much better than the 
NULA’s. “It’s almost like cheating,” she said. “I bring the 
rifle up and the scope’s on the animal!” And this means a 
typical 3-9x or 3-10x variable turned all the way up.  
         Eileen much prefers a really close view even 
on close-range animals, and despite the common belief 
that 10x is way too much for “woods” ranges, has proven 
it isn’t--a number of times, on various animals. (She also 
learned long ago how to cope with all-knowing guides 
who insist she turn her scopes down while stalking an 
animal. She doesn’t  argue, just fakes turning the mag-
nification ring. The guide is blissfully ignorant, and Eileen 
gets to shoot like she wants to.)
 We thought about rebarreling the .308 to a lighter 
cartridge, but with the NULA .257 and a light Husqvarna 
.243 she’d claimed after I picked it up on the Internet, 
there really wasn’t any point. Neither one of us had ever 
been a fan of recoil brakes, because of the extra noise 
and weight. But eventually Eileen decided her recoil head-
aches weren’t going away, and if she wanted to use the 
Serengeti again a brake was the least expensive and in-
trusive way to go.
 We selected Helena, Montana gunsmith John 
McLaughlin for the job. We’d gotten to know him at 
a local gun show and he knew his stuff, to the point 
where he asked exactly what kind of brake Eileen 
wanted. She didn’t know, and he explained that he 
didn’t install brakes made by various companies. In-
stead he made his own, including a very slim, short 
model with ports only on the sides and top, to keep 
noise at a minimum, and prevent blasting dust or snow 
off the ground during prone shots.
 He had the job done ahead of time, and we de-
cided to try the original 150-grain load. The little brake 
wasn’t quite effective enough for its recoil, but with some 
more experimentation with 130-grain TTSXs we found 
Eileen could now withstand 2900 fps, a considerable im-
provement.
 One side-
effect we hadn’t 
expected, how-
ever, was she 
could now also 
see bullets hit 
the target, even 
through the rela-
tively small field 
of view of a 10x 
scope. We were 
whacking away at 
the gongs on the 
Broadwater Rod 
and Gun Club’s 
range (where 
we’re life mem-
bers) one day, 
and Eileen shot 
the small gong at 

200 meters, a 6x6 inch piece of half-inch thick steel. Due 
to a bunch of hits, the gong had lost its red paint, and 
was basically invisible to the naked eye against the gravel 
berm—but Eileen could see it jump through her scope 
when the Barnes hit.
 She also saw the results when her name got 
drawn for an elk-damage hunt on a local ranch. The range 
was around 250 yards, with a big cow quartering toward 
us. At the shot, the elk staggered about 25 yards before 
going down as Eileen watched through the scope with 
another round already in the chamber, just in case. But 
it wasn’t needed, and Eileen’s “big” rifle had officially re-
turned to the hunting fields.

http://www.riflesandrecipes.com
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The Back Burner

High- and Low-Tech Hunting Gear
JB
 A couple of years ago I got into a conversation 
about high-technology hunting with a guy we’ll call Bub-
ba. He really likes gadgetry, including “tactical” style rifles, 
laser rangefinders, and smart-phone ballistic apps to tell 
him exactly how to click the knobs on his tacticool scope. 
After we’d talked a while, I finally asked: “If you could 
glass an elk a mile away, then press a button to kill the 
bull, would you prefer that?”
 “Of course!” he said, quite emphatically.
 Of course, the line between low-tech and high-
tech hunting has varied considerably since humans started 
using technology to reduce wild game into edible parts. 
Here it should probably be noted the word technology 
can mean various things, and the meaning has shifted 
somewhat in recent decades. Unlike some languages, 
English definitions change with “common usage,” instead 
of being frozen in time like Latin, or regulated like French 
by l’Académie francaise. If you looked up “technology” 
a few decades ago, one of the primary meanings would 
be something like this, from an American dictionary pub-
lished in the 1980’s: “The sum of the ways in which social 
groups provide themselves with the material objects of 
their civilization.”
 This is why anthropologists talk about the tech-
nology of “Native Americans” before they encountered 
Europeans and adopted more other technology: Accord-
ing to the above definition, making a stone or bone spear-
head was technology, as was making Inuit ice-houses or 
buffalo-hide tipis. But if you look up “technology” on the 
Internet today, the definitions resemble this one from Dic-
tionary.com: “the branch of knowledge that deals with the 
creation and use of technical means and their interrelation 
with life, society, and the environment, drawing upon such 
subjects as industrial arts, engineering, applied science, 
and pure science.” 
 Apparently even today’s definition of technology 
has become high-tech, but in overall human history, hand-
powered weapons like atlatls, longbows and crossbows 
were major advances, and even considered superior to 
the first black powder firearms developed  in the 1300’s. 
Early low-tech guns took far longer to reload than a bow, 
and weren’t very accurate, since rifled barrels wouldn’t 
appear until the early 1500’s. 
 Flintlocks appeared in the 1600’s, resulting in far 
quicker ignition, and in the mid-1800’s self-contained car-
tridges made repeating rifles truly practical. Smokeless 
powder and streamlined, jacketed bullets both upped our 
advantage over wild game, and telescopic sights helped 

us not only aim more precisely but shoot in dimmer light.
 All of this resulted in today’s widely varying defi-
nitions of high-tech, not just in dictionaries but among 
hunters. Traditional bowhunters, who use “stickbows” 
and occasionally even stone arrowheads, think hunters 
who use compound bows and laser rangefinders have so 
much of an advantage, they aren’t really bowhunting. Big 
game seasons limited to muzzleloaders were originally 
devised for hunters who liked using old-fashioned rifles, 
often flintlocks, but over the last several decades muzzle-
loaders have evolved into stainless-steel, plastic-stocked, 
scoped rifles. Today many even use smokeless powder 
and jacketed spitzer bullets, so can take game easily at 
ranges similar to modern centerfires. This upsets purists, 
but in reality is simply more evidence of how most hu-
mans attempt to improve their technology, for whatever 
reason.
 At one time or another, I’ve hunted with technol-
ogy from stickbows to synthetic-stocked bolt-action rifles 
equipped with laser-rangefinding scopes. Usually, how-
ever, I end up somewhere in the broad middle, where 
most humans end up in various aspects of their lives, 
from politics to pickup trucks to paychecks. 
 In 2003 a friend and I decided to hunt Cape buf-
falo and plains game with “iron” sights in Botswana’s 
Okavango Delta. We arrived in the tent camp after a day 
and a half of jet planes, broken by an overnight in Johan-
nesburg, then half a day of riding in Toyota Land Cruisers 
along rutted sand tracks that could (quite literally) be only 
loosely called roads, along the way encountering a herd 
of giraffes, a couple of elephants, and a pride of lions.
 By then it was late afternoon, and after several 
people helped us carry luggage to our tents, we unpacked 
our rifles. The first hours of any African safari normally 
include shooting the rifles at a target, to see if the scopes 
remain aligned after bouncing around in various internal-
combustion vehicles. The PH assigned to me was a burly 
man named Russell Tarr, who several years earlier was a 
star on the Zimbabwe national rugby team. Russell liked 
my express-sighted  CZ .416 Rigby, but when I handed 
him my “light” rifle, a Ruger No. 1 .375 H&H with an ap-
erture rear sight, he smiled and, balancing the .375 easily 
on one of his big hands, he turned to Chris and E.T., his 
two trackers who’d helped carry my luggage. He pointed 
to the open lever, and then to the open chamber, and 
then held up the same forefinger and explained it only 
held one bullet. 
 Chris and E.T’s. eyes widened, but then as Rus-
sell smiled, they also started to smile. Then all four of 
us started laughing, though the three Africans laughed a 
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little nervously—partly because, as Russell noted, there 
wasn’t any reason to check-shoot the rifles to see if their 
non-existent scopes were still “on.”  (And check-shoot the 
hunter.)
 They were less nervous after the second day, 
when I killed my first 
Cape buffalo late in 
the afternoon, taking 
the first shot with the 
.375 because our stalk 
of a big herd had end-
ed up in the shadows 
under a palm tree, 
and I could see the 
Ruger’s  front bead 
more clearly than the 
hooded bead on the 
.416. At the shot the 
bull started running to 
the left, and I quickly 
grabbed the .416 from 
Chris and stepped 
from the shadows into 
the sunlight, and put a 
bigger bullet into the bull’s chest as it ran angling away. 
Both shots were fatal, but one basic rule when hunting 
dangerous game is keep shooting as long as the animal’s 
in sight.
 The next day I used the .375 to shoot a red 
lechwe bull, a swamp-dwelling antelope the size of a big 
whitetail, but with curving horns taller than any whitetail’s 
antlers. We’d been sloshing around a swamp for over two 
hours, trying to get in range of the herd containing the 
bull, when they paused in the reeds along the water’s 
edge. Chris put up the shooting sticks and I shot as soon 
as the .375 settled in, the bull dropping right there, at 
225 of my paces. 

 After that everybody was much more relaxed as 
we continued the “low-tech” safari. I did miss one animal, 
an impala at about 175 yards, because a nearby herd of 

giraffes saw me crawling along on my belly and started 
walking nervously away. This made the impala nervous 
too, and I shot too quickly, plainly seeing the front bead 
drift below the ram’s chest just as the .375 rose against 
my shoulder. But that was due to me, not my “low-tech” 

weapon. 
 The other animals were all killed 
cleanly, including another im-
pala, a kudu, a warthog, and a 
tsessebe, a member of the goofy-
looking (but tasty) hartebeest 
family. In fact, by the end of day 
six of the safari I’d taken all six 
animals we’d planned on, so Rus-
sell and I went picture-taking and 
bird-watching.
 This might seem surprising to 
the typical 21st-century safari 
hunter, who rarely considers 
hunting without a scoped repeat-
er, but during the 19th century 
single-shot, iron-sighted rifles 
were commonly used not just in 
Africa but North America for all 

sorts of big game, partly because falling-block single-
shots were the most practical action for handling very 
large black-powder cartridges. My .375 and ammo, load-
ed with controlled-expansion bullets and temperature-
resistant smokeless powder, was comparatively high-tech 
compared to black-powder single-shots.
 Our 21st-century hunting technology shows up in 
other ways, including travel. I’ve hunted quite a bit from 
horseback in the American and Canadian Rockies, and 
once even from a mule-drawn wagon for bobwhite quail 
in Alabama—but  I rode in internal-combustion vehicles 
including pickup trucks, twin-engine prop-planes, and 
jumbo jets to get where the horses and mules took over.

Even when we simply hike into the hunt-
ing country, our backpacks and hunting 
clothing are very different from  what 
we considered high-tech just a few de-
cades ago. Hardly anybody wears wool 
anymore, because modern synthetics 
are just as warm but far lighter, and can 
be “layered” to create just the amount 
of warmth desired. Our “base layer” (the 
clothing formerly known as long under-
wear) wicks sweat away from our body, 
preventing hypothermia, and the vapor 
then oozes its way through the rest of 
our high-tech layers.
 Even modern raingear doesn’t 
make us as wet inside as rain does on 
the outside, and boots made of various 
synthetic blends not only keep our feet 
drier but weigh half as much as the rub-
ber and leather we used to wear. Their 

soles are computer-designed to stick to a wider variety of 
surfaces, and we carry lightweight trekking poles to help 
maintain our balance when hiking uphill and, more im-
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portantly, when heading back down, when parts of a de-
funct big game animal might be inside our flexible-framed 
backpack.
 We camp in tents as light—and perhaps smaller—
than an average loaf of bread, and heat freeze-dried food 
on ministoves weighing a few ounces. We carry tablet-pu-
rified wilderness water not in a canteen but a thin plastic 
“bladder” inside our pack, with a tube running over our 
shoulder so we don’t have to stop to take a drink. Our trail 
snacks are scientifically formulated to provide the “paleo” 
calories hunting humans need, even though our Paleolith-
ic ancestors didn’t eat a mixture of fruits, grains and nuts 
grown in various parts of the world.
 We find our way around the 
wilderness not with a compass but a 
battery-powered Global Positioning Sys-
tem, often inside the same cell-phone 
we use to tell us how many times we 
need to click our riflescope to aim at an 
elk 567 yards away at a 29-degree up-
hill angle—which we determined with a 
laser rangefinder, often inside our bin-
ocular. When we do get a deer or elk, 
we can cut it up with a knife equipped 
with small disposable blades, so we 
don’t have to resharpen steel with a 
Stone Age tool like, uh, a stone. 
 This may all seem very high-
tech, especially for an endeavor as 
biologically basic as obtaining meat, 
but even synthetic-stocked flyweight 
rifles with field-adjustable scopes are 
relatively primitive compared to modern 
“weapons systems” developed  by the 
military. Among my acquaintances is an ex-Army guy in 
his 40’s, who on a rifle range one day waxed eloquent 
about tanks with computer-driven laser systems for their 
turret that can insure hits on other vehicles at a mile or 
more—when both the tank and target are moving. 
 This comes very close to what Bubba desires, 
though the meat damage to an elk (or its trophy antlers) 
might be more than he desires. But a civilian version, 
mounted on an all-terrain vehicle with a .338 Lapua Mag-
num barrel, would certainly remove lower-tech factors 
from hunting, such as manually twisting the elevation tur-
ret on our rifle’s scope, and using a miniature electronic 
anemometer to determine which hashmark on the hori-
zontal crosshair we need to place on a distant elk. And 
the ATV would bypass worrying about which high-tech 
clothing to wear while hiking, and the need for a flexible-
frame backpack.  
 All of which is why I sometimes wear leather-
rubber boots and a wool coat to carry a “peep” sighted 
rifle through the woods. Sometimes hunters just have to 
get out of this part of the 21st century, both physically 
and technologically, even if we don’t hunt with stone ar-
rowheads. Essentially, low-tech hunting gear is a low-tech 
time machine, capable of taking us back 50 or 100 or 
even several hundred years. 

    That red lechwe?  I took him at 225 yards, using an 
NECG aperture sight on a Ruger No. 1 .375 H&H. My 
rest? A pair of genuine sticks.

    Here’s a good example of modern, high-tech big 
game rifle, a synthetic-stocked .308 Winchester 
equipped with a strap-on cheekpiece, a bipod, and a 
Burris Eliminator 3 laser-scope, that lights up an aim-
ing for the correct range. The shot was taken off the 
Bog Pod tripod standing behind the axis deer. In this 
instance the range was exactly 125 yards.


